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Once the margin of the river had run with blood
and the bodies had been piled so high where the old
mill is now that the stench from them had reached the
none-too-fastidious nostrils of the Cathedral monks.

Over and over again it had been the battle
between the Seatown outlaws and the Cathedral
priests. To-night once more that old warfare was
renewed. When Tom Caul had finished speaking,
the crowd slowly began to move. Very definite
arrangements must have been made, for soon they
were inarching in pretty good order, four abreast, up
Bridge Street. Another proof of the power that Tom
Caul exercised was the wonderful silence. Coming
up from the river, in that faint moonlight, it was as
though a big scale-backed mastodon raised its head
from the marshy banks and began to coil up the hill
towards the Rock. The Cathedral bells chimed
eight o'clock just as the head of the procession
reached the small square with the Queen Victoria
monument. This was apparently their first work of
destruction. The Queen was represented, as she so
often was, seated on a stone chair wearing her crown
and carrying a sceptre. It was a very ugly and mis-
shapen statue. In a very short time Victoria's head
was in the road, her' squat but dignified body
tumbled to pieces. It was at this moment that the
crowd began to express a kind of indignant life, and
it was at this moment that the town awoke to what
was occurring.

At eight o'clock most citizens were in their own
homes. Queues had formed outside the * Arden *
and the * Grand' cinemas for the programme that
began at 8.15. At the * Arden ' they were showing
Henry VIIL with Charles Laughton; at the' Grand *